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Why had she refused to return to him, as he had so often asked
her to do ? Had she not promised before God and the Church to
leave all things on earth and cleave to her husband ? He would
no more ask her to come back, but he was bound to remind her of
her duty and her vows. When a man is sunk in troubles, there is
no consolation so sweet as that which a wife can give,—to see her
patiently bearing the cross which the Almighty has given her
husband to bear, and all the more when he is suffering to advance
the glory of God and purchase the liberty of his country. There
was very much he desired to say to her, which he dared not write,
and his friends had warned him against coming to any place where
he might be seized. If she would meet him at Frankfort, he would
come. Would that in his misery he might have the pity of his
wife, and not be left to strangers ! She had suggested to him to
take refuge in France or in England. Alas ! the poor Christians
in France were like to be in as sore strait as those of the Nether-
lands—or even worse. And as to England, he would not write,
but he could show her how hopeless was that thought. They
could no longer choose an asylum. The question was who would
receive them. Neither sovereign nor free city would take them—
neither the Queen of England, nor the King of Denmark, nor the
King of Poland, nor the Princes of Germany, now that he is threat-
ened with the ban of the Empire. Of all this he would be glad to
speak, if they could meet; but, to save his life, he is obliged to be
continually passing from place to place. It would relieve him to
see her, even for a day or two, in the affliction that he endures.
His future is uncertain ; it is in the hands of the Almighty, who
has laid this trial on him for his sins. Would that His Holy
Spirit might 'give both him and her guidance to act so as they
shall be able to answer for their actions in the Last Day.
To this and many another such appeal from her
husband Anne returned evasive and insolent replies,
obstinately refusing to leave Cologne, and growing more
and more outrageous in her tone. At last, in 1570,
William, in a pathetic letter to the Landgrave of Hesse,
sends him the whole correspondence, declaring that it is
more than he can endure, in all the trouble which is
racking his brain, to find that instead of comforting him

